POSTSCRIPT

When I got to Bratislava, my last doubts vanished. It looked
just as Linz had looked a week before Hitler marched into Vienna.
There were all the signs of the period immediately preceding a
Hitlerist triumph. The Czechs were not to be allowed to put their
house in order. One of the dismissed Ministers, Durchansky, was
already in Vienna, and from the radio station there -was broad-
casting incitements in Slovak to the population to refuse obedience
to the new Government. ^Now it was clear who was behind the
crisis. The German newspaper in Bratislava, the Grenzbote, was
publishing fantastic tales of a Slovak countryside that was being
laid waste by Czechs horned and cloven-hoofed -^ that same placid
countryside through which I had travelled. N?t only that, the
Prague Government's action was being described by this news-
paper, and at mass meetings by Herr Karmashin, the Nazi
Leader of the Germans in Slovakia, as one directed as much
against the German minority as against the Slovaks.

From Bratislava I could see that the death-agony of the Czechs
was at hand. I walked down to the Danube and looked across
at the other bank, where a great illuminated swastika stood.
Germany! You could almost have tossed a stone across. You
could cross the bridge there in a minute. On the bank young men,
Germans and Slovaks, were shouting in chorus 'Come and liberate
us! Help us! Give us weapons'.

I walked through the town and found, once more, that in-
describable feeling in the air, compounded of fear and excitement
and animal passion, that precedes a Hitlerist triumph. There
were the young men of the Hlinka Guard, in uniforms resembling
those of the Italian Fascists, marching about with rifles and
bayonets, entitled to arrest and maltreat. The police, with Hlinka
armbands on their sleeves, were no longer the guardians of law
and order. Like the Vienna police a year before, they now con-
tented themselves with directing the traffic and looked the other
Way when the armed Storm Troopers went by. There were
German Storm Troopers, too. Their headquarters, the German
House, facing the Danube, was full of armed men, and they, not
the Slovak Hlinka Guard, were the real rulers of the city. The
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